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in Paris complete with pistol and sword. Policemen made
sense. And he had always hated policemen. Now I want one,
he thought. I want to find one and say, 'Officer, this woman
is going to seduce me, please stop it.J He had drunk too much
hock. But she was right, he loved her... he wanted her.
Only not this way: not as a game.
How pretty she looked with her eyes downcast, her lashes
over her cheeks, her slim fingers on the peach turning it in
her hand! When she had done, she put it down on the plate
and sucked her fingers one after the other while she looked
at him as innocently as a child, as if butter wouldn't melt in
her mouth. And how had she succeeded in making him look
wrong... in making him feel he'd done something, been
awkward... done something!
CI shouldn't tease you, should I?J she said. clt is not kind.
And love... why should I say love. What, after all, is a kiss?3
What, after all, was a kiss? But there were kisses and kisses.
She kissed with her whole body. And besides, it was lunch
time. He decided he hated foreigners. Americans and Eng-
lish were the only civilized people; the only respectable
people.
She was laughing now. Before he could say anything, she
had jumped up, had passed behind his chair, and stooping
quickly had kissed his neck.
He heard the door of her room close. When next he saw
her, he would be embarrassed. He would not know what to
say and she would look at him in that amused way that an-
noyed him so much. He was in love with her. And he had
been right in his idea that it would hit him hard,